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H  A  R  D  Y  K  N  U  T  E 


FRAGMENT. 
I. 

QTately  ftept  he  eaft  the  wa, 
And  ftately  ftept  he  weft, 
Full  feventy  zeirs  he  now  had  fene. 

With  skerfs  fevin  zeirs  of  reft. 
He  livit  quhen  Britons  breach  of  faith 

WroucJ-V Scotland  meikle  wae : 
And  ay  his  fword  tauld  to  their  coft, 

He  was  their  deidly  fae» 


II. 
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IL 

Hie  on  a  hill  his  caftle  ftude, 

With  halls  and  touris  a  hicht. 
And  guidly  chambers  fair  to  fe, 

Quhair  he  lodgit  mony  a  knicht. 
His  dame  lae  peirlefs  anes  and  fair, 

For  chaft  and  bewtie  deimt, 
Nae  marrow  had  in  all  the  land, 

Saif  Elenor  the  quene. 

III. 
Full  thirtein  fons  to  him  fcho  bare, 

All  men  of  valour  ftout ; 
I    ^^  I'^A-r  £^]^^  -with,  fword  in  hand 

Nyneloft  their  lives  bot  dcubt; 
Four  zit  remain,  lang  may  they  live 
To  ftand  by  liege  and  land: 


Hie 
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Hie  was  their  fame,  hie  was  their  micht, 
And  hie  was  their  command. 

IV. 
Great  luve  they  bare  to  Fairly  fair, 

Their  fifter  faft  and  deir, 
Her  girdle  fhawd  her  middle  gimp, 

And  gowden  glift  her  hair. 
Quhat  waefou  wae  hir  bewtie  bred? 

Waefou  to  zung  and  auld, 
Waefou  I  trow  to  kyth  and  kin, 
As  flory  ever  tauld. 

V. 
The  king  of  Norfe  in  fummer  tyde, 

Puft  up  with  powir  and  micht, 
Landed  in  fair  Scotland  the  yle. 
With  mony  a  hardy  knicht: 

B  The 
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The  tydings  to  our  gude  Scots  king 

Came,  as  he  fat  at  dyne, 
With  noble  chiefs  in  braif  aray. 

Drinking  the  blude-reid  wyne. 

VI. 
''  To  horfe,  to  horfe,  my  ryal  liege, 

"  Zour  faes  Hand  on  the  ftrand, 
^^  Full  twenty  thoufand  glittering  fpears 

^^  The  king  of  Norfe  commands* 
Bring  me  my  fteed  Mage  dapple  gray, 

Our  gude  king  raife  and  cryd, 
A  truftier  beaft  in  all  the  land 

A  Scots  king  nevir  feyd. 

VIL 
Go  little  page,  tell  Hardyknute, 

That  lives  on  hill  fo  hie, 

To 


Hardyknute.  y 

To  draw  his  fword,  the  dreid  offaes, 

Andhafte  and  follow  me. 
The  little  page  flew  fwift  as  dart 

Flung  by  his  matters  arm, 
Cum  down,  cum  down  lord  Hardyknute, 

And  rid  zour  king  frae  harm. 

VIII. 
Then  reid,  reid  grow  his  dark-brown  cheiks, 

Sae  did  his  dark-brown  brow; 
His  luiks  grew  kene,  as  they  were  wont, 

In  dangers  great  to  do ; 
He  lies  tane  a  horn  as  grene  as  glafs, 

And  gien  five  founds  fae  jfhrill, 
That  treis  in  grene  wod  fchuke  thereat, 

Sae  loud  rang  ilka  hill. 

IX. 
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IX. 

His  fons  in  manly  fport  and  glie, 

Had  paft  that  fummers  morn, 
C^hen  lo  down  in  a  grafly  dale, 

They  heard  their  fatheris  horn. 
That  horn,  quod  they,  neir  founds  in  peace, 

We  half  other  fport  to  byde  ; 
And  fune  they  heyd  them  up  the  hill. 

And  fune  were  at  his  fyde. 

X. 
Late  late  the  zeftrene  I  weind  in  peace 

To  end  my  lengthned  lyfe, 
My  age  micht  weii  excufe  my  arm 

Frae  manly  feats  of  flryfe  ; 
But  now  that  Norfe  dois  proudly  boaft 

Fair  Scotland  to  inthrall. 

Its 
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Its  neir  be  faid  of  Hardyknute, 
He  feard  to  ficht  or  fall. 

XL 
Robin  of  Rothfay,  bend  thy  bow, 

Thy  arrows  fchute  fac  leil, 
Mony  a  comely  countenance 

They  haif  turnd  to  deidly  pale : 
Brade  Thomas  tak  ze  but  zour  lance, 

Ze  neid  nae  weapons  mair, 
Gif  ze  ficht  weit  as  ze  did  anes 
Gainft  Weftmorlands  ferfs  heir# 

XIL 
Malcom,  licht  of  fute  as  flag 

That  runs  in  foreft  wyld, 
Get  me  my  thoufands  thrie  of  men 
Well  bred  to  fword  and  fchield: 

C  Bring 


lo  Hardyknute. 

Bring  me  my  horfe  and  harniflne 

My  blade  of  mettal  cleir. 
If  faes  kend  but  the  hand  it  bare, 

They  fune  had  fled  for  feir. 
XIII. 
Farewell  my  dame  fae  peirlefs  gude, 

And  tuke  hir  by  the  hand, 
Fairer  to  me  in  age  zou  felm; 

Than  maids  for  bewtie  famd: 
My  zoungeft  fon  fall  here  remain 

To  guard  thefe  ftately  towirs, 
And  Ihut  the  filver  bolt  that  keips, 

Sae  faft  zour  painted  bowirs. 

XIV. 
And  firft  fcho  wet  hir  comely  cheiks, 

And  then  hir  boddice  grene. 


Hir 


Hardyknute. 
Hir  filken  cords  of  twirtle  twift, 
Weil  plett  with  filver  fchene ; 
And  apron  fet  with  mony  a  dice 

Of  neidle-wark  fae  rare, 
Wove  by  nae  hand,as  ze  may  guefs, 
Saif  that  of  Fairly  fair. 
XV. 
And  he  has  ridden  owre  muir  and  mofs, 

Owre  hills  and  mony  a  glen, 
Quhen  he  came  to  a  wounded  knicht 

Making  a  heavy  mane ; 
Here  maun  I  lye,  here  maun  I  dye, 

By  treacheries  falfe  gyles ; 
Witlefs  I  was  that  eir  gaif  faith 
To  wicked  womans  fmyles- 

XVI 
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xvi. 

Sr  knicht,  gin  ze  were  in  my  bowir, 

To  lean  on  filken  feat, 
My  ladyis  kyndlie  care  zoud  prove, 

Quha  neir  kend  deidly  hate  ; 
Hir  felf  wald  watch  ze  all  the  day, 

Hir  maids  a  deid  of  nicht ; 
And  Fairly  fair  zour  heart  wald  cheir. 
As  fcho  {lands  in  zour  ficht. 
XVII. 
Aryfe  zoung  knicht,  and  mount  zour  fteid, 

Full  lowns  the  (hynand  day, 
Cheis  frae  my  menzie  quhom  ze  pleis 

To  leid  ze  on  the  way. 
With  fmylefs  luke,  and  vifage  wan 
The  wounded  knicht  replyd. 

Kind 
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Kynd  chiftain,  zour  intent  purfue, 

For  heir  I  maun  abyde. 
XVIII. 
To  me  nae  after  day  nor  nicht, 

Can  eir  be  fweit  or  fair, 
But  fune  beneatbfijm  drawing  tree, 

Cauld  death  fall  end  my  care. 
With  him  nae  pleiding  micht  prevail, 

Brave  Hardyknute  in  to  gain, 
With  fait  eft  words  and  reafon  ftrong, 

Strave  courteoufly  in  vain, 

XIX. 
Syne  he  has  gane  far  hjnd  attowre, 

Lord  Chattans  land  fae  wyde, 
That  lord  a  worthy  wicht  was  ay, 

Quhcn  faes  his  courage  feyd: 
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Of  Piclifh  race  by  mothers  fyde, 

Quhen  Pi6ls  ruld  Caledon, 
Lord  Chattan  claimd  the  princely  makl^ 

Quhen  he  faift  Piaifti  crown. 

XX- 
Now  with  his  ferfs  and  ftalwart  train. 

He  reicht  a  ryfing  heicht, 
Quhair  braid  encampit  on  tliedale, 

Kforfs  menzie  lay  in  ficht; 
Zonder  my  valiant  fons  and  ferfs, 

Our  raging  revers  wait 
On  the  unconquerit  Scottifh  fwaird 

To  try  with  us  thair  fate* 
XXL 
Mak  orifons  to  him  that  faift 

Our  fauls  upon  the  rude^ 

Sync 
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Syne  braifly  fchaw  zour  veins  ar  filld 

With  Caledonian  blude. 
Then  furth  he  drew  his  trufty  glaive, 

Quhyle  thoufands  all  arrt)und. 
Drawn  frae  their  {heaths  glanft  in  the  fun, 

And  loud  the  bougills  found. 

XXIL 
To  join  his  king  adoun  the  hill 

In  haft  his  merch  he  made, 
Quhyle,  playand  pibrochs,  minftralls  meit      ^ 

Afore  him  ftately  ftrade. 
Thryfe  welcum  valziant  ftoup  of  weir, 

Thv  nations  fcheild  and  pryde; 
Thy  king  nae  reafon  has  to  feir 

Quhen  thou  art  be  his  fyde. 

XXIII. 
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Quhenbowswerebent  and  darts  were  thrawn, 

For  thrang  fcarce  could  they  flie. 
The  darts  clove  arrows  as  they  met, 

The  arrows  dart  the  trie. 
Lang  did  they  rage  andficht  full  ferfs, 

With  little  skaith  to  man, 
But  bludy,  bludy  was  the  field, 

Or  that  lang  day  was  done. 
XXIV, 
The  king  of  Scots  that  iindle  bruikd 

The  war  that  luikt  lyke  play, 
Drew  his  braid  fword,  and  brake  his  bow, 

Sen  bows  feimt  but  delay: 
Quoth  noble  Rothfay,  myne  1 11  keip, 

I  wate  its  bled  a  fcore. 

Haft 
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Haft  up  my  merry  men,  cryd  the  king, 

As  he  rade  on  before. 
XXV. 
The  king  of  Norfe  he  focht  to  find, 

With  him  to  menfe  the  faucht. 
But  on  his  forehead  there  did  licht 

A  fharp  unfonfie  ftiaft; 
As  he  his  hand  put  up  to  find 

The  wound,  an  arrow  kene, 
O  waefou  chance!  there  pinnd  his  hand 

In  midft  betwene  his  ene. 
XXVI. 
Revenge,  revenge,  cryd  Rothfays  heir. 

Your  mail-coat  fall  nocht  byde 
The  ftrength  and  fharpnefs  of  my  dart; 

1  hen  fent  it  throuch  his  fyde : 

E  Another 
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(  Another  arrow  v/eil  he  markd,  [ 

It  perfit  his  neck  in  twa, 
'  His  hands  then  quat  the  filver  reins, 
He  law  as  eard  did  fa, 
XXVII. 
Sair  bleids  my  liege,  fair,  fair  he  bleids. 

Again  with  micht  he  drew 
And  gefture  dreid  his  fturdy  bow> 

Faft  the  braid  arrow  flew: 
Wae  to  the  knicht  he  ettled  at, 
Lament  now  quene  Elgreid, 
Hie  dames  too  wail  zour  darlings  fall, 
His  zouth  and  comely  meid. 
XXVIII. 
Take  aff^  takeafi'his  coftly  jupe 
(Of  gold  weil  was  it  twynd, 

Knit 
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Knit  lyke  the  fowlers  net  throuch  quhilk 

His  fteilly  harnefs  fhynd) 
Take,  Norfe,  that  gift  frae  me,  and  bid 

Him  venge  the  blude  it  beirs; 
Say,  if  he  face  my  bended  bow, 

He  fure  nae  weapon  feirs. 
XXIX. 
Proud  Norfe  with  giant  body  tall. 

Braid  fhoulder  and  arms  ftrong, 
Cryd,  Quhair  is  Hardyknute  fae  famd, 

And  feird  at  Britains  throne : 
Tho  Britons  tremble  at  his  name, 

I  fune  fall  make  him  wail. 
That  eir  my  fword  was  made  fae  fliarp, 

Sae  faft  his  coat  of  mail. 

XXX. 
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XXX. 

That  brag  his  ftout  heart  coud  nae  byde. 

It  lent  him  zouthfou  micht : 
I'm  Hardyknute  this  day,  he  cryd. 

To  Scotlands  king  I  hecht. 
To  lay  thee  law  as  horfes  hufe, 

My  word  I  mean  to  keip. 
Syne  with  the  fir  ft  ft  rake  eir  he  ftrake. 

He  garrd  his  body  bleid. 
XXXI. 
Norfe  ene  lyke  gray  gofehawks  ftard  wyld, 

He  ftcht  with  fliame  and  fpyte; 
Difgracd  is  now  my  far  famd  arm 

That  left  thee  power  to  ftryke: 
Then  gaif  his  head  a  blaw  fae  fell, 

It  made  him  doun  to  ftoup, 

As 
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As  law  as  he  to  ladies  ufit 

In  courtly  gyfe  to  lout. 
XXXII. 
Full  fune  he  raised  his  bent  body, 

His  bow  hemarvelld  fair, 
Sen  blaws  till  then  on  him  butdarrd 

As  touch  of  Fairly  fair: 
Norfe  ferliet  too  as  fair  as  he  . :   , 

To  fe  his  ftately  luke, 
Sae  fune  as  eir  he  ftrake  a  fae, 

Sae  fune  his  lyfe  he  tuke. 
XXXIIL 
Quhair  lyke  a  fyre  to  hether  fet, 

Bauld  Thomas  did  advance, 
A  fturdy  fae  with  luke  enragd 

Up  towards  him  did  prance; 

F  He 
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He  fpurd  his  fteid  throw  thickeft  ranks 

The  hardy  zouth  to  quell 
Quha  ftude  unmufit  at  his  approach 

His  furie  to  repelL 

XXXIV- 
That  fchort  brown  fliaft  fae  meanly  trimd, 

Lukis  lyke  poor  Scotlands  geir, 
But  dreidfull  feims  the  rufty  poynt ! 

And  loud  he  leuch  in  jeir. 
Aft  Britains  blude  has  dimd  its  Ihyne 

This  poynt  cut  fchort  thair  vaunt; 
Syne  peircd  the  boifteris  bairded  cheik, 

Nae  tyme  he  tuke  to  taunt. 
XXXV. 
Schort  quhyle  he  in  his  fadill  fwang, 

His  ftirrip  was  nae  Hay, 

Sae 
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Sae  feible  hang  his  unbent  knee. 

Sure  taken  he  was  fey: 
Swith  on  the  hardened  clay  he  fell, 

Richt  far  was  hard  the  thud, 
But  Thomas  luikt  not  as  he  lay 

All  waltering  in  his  blude. 
XXXVI. 
With  cairles  gefture,  mynd  unmuvit, 

On  raid  he  north  the  plain. 
His  feim  in  thrang  of  fierceft  ftryfe, 

Quhen  winner  ay  the  fame; 
Nor  zit  his  heart  dames  dimpelit  cheik, 

Coud  meife  faftluve  to  bruik. 
Till  vengeful  Ann  returnd  his  fcorn, 

Then  languid  grew  his  luke. 

XXXVIL 
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XXXVII. 

In  thrawls  of  death,  with  wallowitcheik 

All  panting  on  the  plain, 
The  fainting  corps  ofwarriours  lay, 

Neir  to  aryfe  again; 
Neir  to  return  to  native  land, 

Nae  mair  with  biythfom  founds, 
To  boift  the  glories  of  the  day. 

And  fchaw  thair  Ihyning  wounds. 
XXXVIII. 
On  Norways  coaft  the  widowit  dame 

May  walh  the  rocks  with  teirs, 
Maylang  luke  owre  the  fchiples  feis 

Befoir  hir  mate  appeirs. 
Ceife,  Emma,  ceife  to  hope  in  vain. 

Thy  lord  lyis  in  the  clay. 


The 
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The  valziant  Scots  nae  Revets  thole 

To  carry  lyfe  away. 

XXXIX. 

There  on  alie  quhair  ftands  acrofs 

Set  up  for  monument, 
Thoufands  full  fierce  that  fummers  day 

Filld  kene  waris  black  intent, 
Let  Scots,  quhyle  Scots,  praife  Hardyknute, 

Let  Norfe  the  name  ay  dreid, 
Ay  how  he  faucht,  aft  how  he  fpaird^ 
Sal  lateft  ages  reid. 

XL. 
Loud  and  chill  blew  the  weftlin  wind, 

Sair  beat  the  heavy  ftiowir, 
Mirk  grew  the  nicht  eir  Hardyknute 
Wan  neir  his  ftately  towir, 

G  His^ 


His  towir  that  ufd  with  torches  bleife 

To  Ihyne  fae  far  at  nicht, 
Seimd  now  as  black  as  mourning  weid, 

Nae  marvel  fair  he  fichd. 

XLI. 
Thairs  nae  licht  in  my  ladys  bowir, 

Thairs  nae  licht  in  my  hall ; 
Nae  blink  Ihynes  round  my  Fairly  fair, 

Nor  ward  ftands  on  my  wall. 
Quhat  bodes  it?  Robert, Thomas, fay, 

Nae  anfwer  fits  their  dreid. 
Stand  back,  my  fons.  111  be  zour  gyde, 

But  by  they  paft  with  fpeid, 
XLIL 
As  faft  I  haif  fped  owre  Scotlands  faes. 

There  celft  his  brag  of  weir, 

Sair 
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3air  fchamit  to  mynd  ocht  but  his  dame, 

And  maiden  Fairly  fair. 
Black  feir  he  felt,  but  quhat  to  feir 

He  wift  not  zit  with  dreid; 
Sair  fchuke  his  body,  fair  his  limbs, 

And  all  the  warriour  fled. 
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